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"Certainly, Prince Saionji!"
"Say, it's such a lovely day. Won't you come along with us for a
short walk? All the hillside orange orchards look very pretty, they
say. The fruits are already deep yellowish red among the heavy green
leaves. I'd like to use this new cane right away." Saionji smiled at it.
"By the way, what made you come over today?'*
"Nothing in particular, sir. I was requested by the Premier to in-
form you on routine government affairs*"
"Huh, you can tell me that later. Come, come with us! Aya,
ready!"
"Prince Saionji, I'd like to, bur—"
"Huh, that's all right, the Premier's ordinary reports can wait
Whether I hear them or not he is responsible for them, and my knowl-
edge of them doesn't affect routine affairs, anyhow."
"My lord, the orange orchard may be a little too far for you,"
"Then tell the chauffeur to bring the automobile immediately!"
"Yes, my lord!"
Genro Saionji's car hearing the registration number S-roi, *S? for
Shizuoka Prefecture in which the Okitsu fishing town was located,
rolled slowly along the streets*
In the rear seat, Aya sat on one side, and on the other was the
secretary with Prince Saionji in the middle,
Aya had little of Ghana's charm, and she was already past the
prime of youth. But sometimes her face lit with the attractiveness of
her yesteryears, and her dove-like brown eyes, which harmonized
with her well-balanced nose and full mouth, indicated dependability
and loyalty.
She always dressed her hair in the old style and wore a kimono
of traditional striped pattern over her slender figure*
The Baron, at the height of his manhood, in Western clothes with a
felt hat to match, was well groomed.
Saionji wore his shabby hunting-cap, a brown kimono, a muffler of
similar color, white tabi and light sandals.
As the S-ioi car passed by, the fishermen's wives and children, who
had spread thin rush-mats on the ground in the sunny spots near
their huts, were mending their belongings and gossiping. They
whispered to each other.
"This must be a really nice day. Look, Saionji-sama is going for a
ride. Like a cat, he always comes out of the house when die weather
is good," said an honest-looking woman.

